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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

RAIN AT NIGHT 

Are you awake ? Do you hear the rain ? 

How rushingly it strikes upon the ground, 

And on the roof, and the wet window-pane ! 

Sometimes I think it is a comfortable sound, 

Making us feel how safe and snug we are : 

Closing us off in this dark, away from the dark outside. 

The rest of the world seems dim tonight, mysterious and 
far. 

Oh, there is no world left ! Only darkness, darkness stretch- 
ing wide 

And full of the blind rain's immeasurable fall ! 

How nothing must we seem unto this ancient thing ! 
How nothing unto the earth — and we so small! 
Oh, wake, wake! — do you not feel my hands cling? 
One day it will be raining as it rains tonight ; the same wind 

blowing; 
Raining and blowing on this house wherein we lie : but you 

and I — 
We shall not hear, we shall not ever know. 
O love, I had forgot that we must die. 

SINCE I HAVE FELT THE SENSE OF DEATH 

Since I have felt the sense of death, 
Since I have borne its dread, its fear- — 
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Since I Have Felt the Sense of Death 

Oh, how my life has grown more dear 
Since I have felt the sense of death! 
Sorrows are good, and cares are small, 
Since I have known the loss of all. 

Since I have felt the sense of death, 

And death forever at my side — 

Oh, how the world has opened wide 
Since I have felt the sense of death ! 

My hours are jewels that I spend, 

For I have seen the hours end. 

Since I have felt the sense of death, 

Since I have looked on that black night — 

My inmost brain is fierce with light 
Since I have felt the sense of death. 

O dark, that made my eyes to see ! 

O death, that gave my life to me ! 



ACTION POEM 

A Song to Wake Your Dear in the Morning 

I kiss the locks of your hair : 
Do you feel me there, 
Sleepy one? 
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